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We Need To Find A Better Place To Hide 


The thing about being in a band with members that were close was that there was rarely any privacy. Being 
cramped in vehicles, confined to hotel rooms with paper thin walls, or in rehearsals for hours on end was a life 
that the boys in Foo Fighters had grown quite used to. There wasn't really much that they kept secret from 
each other, so it wasn't usually a problem - usually. However, when two band members wanted to have a quick 


fuck and keep it quiet from prying eyes, ears, and jokes, it could be hard to find a moment away. 


Chris and Nate were very happy to share hotel rooms on the road. To everyone around them, it seemed like 
the obvious decision, since Dave and Taylor were so close and probably way too rowdy to successfully share 
rooms with anyone other than each other. And at first, that was the case - but since Chris had joined the 
band, their nights in hotel rooms went from being uncomfortable to changing in front of each other, to 
comfortable, back to uncomfortable for a totally new reason. Nate felt self-conscious, hoping his body was 
appealing to Chris. Chris worried that Nate would notice his boxers fit a little tighter than when they first 


started sharing rooms. 


Things didn't remain uncomfortable forever, though - at a tour stop where the entire band had gotten 
themselves particularly inebriated, hands began to wander as soon as the door to the hotel room closed. Chris 


found himself with a fistful of Nate's ass, and Nate found himself with a mouthful of Chris' neck By the end 


of the night, both men lay in a tangled heap of limbs, holding a new secret. They learned to be quiet in the 
hotel rooms with walls that were particularly yielding, and on the occasions they couldn't wait until the room, 
they sought refuge in the dark, empty corners found in most large verues. 


Before they even performed, Nate realized that this was going to be one of their impatient nights. Waiting in 
the wings for their cue to go on stage, Nate glanced around, noting a dark, curtained off area to his left. With 
a gentle nudge in Chris’ direction, he motioned to the area with his head. A small smile played across Chris’ 
lips, knowing exactly what his red-haired counterpart had in mind. The two bounded out to the stage, thankful 
they both played instruments that hid their laps from the audience. 


Nate gently placed his bass down on stage as their set ended. He watched as Taylor walked forward, ready to 
ham it up in front of the crowd with Dave. Nate waved to the screaming fans as he walked offstage, feeling 
Chris hot on his heels. The two looked around quickly, making sure they were quite alone, before Nate grabbed 
Chris by the wrist and pulled him behind the curtain that they had noticed earlier. 


Once they were completely out of sight, Nate shoved Chris forward, just rough enough to propel him towards 
a wall. Reaching around in the pitch black, Nate found Chris again - facing away from him now. He returned his 
hand to Chris' wrist, twisting his arm up behind his back. Chris let out a loud moan as Nate leaned into him 


further, kissing the back of his neck. Nate could feel Chris' head lull back onto his shoulder and smiled against 


his lover's neck. 


Having felt impatient to get his hands on the other man since before the show, Nate showed a surprising 
amount of self-control when his hands began to wander the front of Chris' body. Instead of reaching straight 
down, Nate spent time dancing his fingers over Chris' stomach, lifting his shirt slightly. He pictured the 
beautiful tattoos that his hands were now grazing, wishing he could feel them. He lifted his hands further, until 
he was slipping Chris’ shirt over his head. Eager to make up for the seconds that he spent pulled away from 
the beautiful brunette, Nate leaned back in and began to suck the skin between Chris’ shoulder blades. Chris 
moaned again, to which Nate responded by continuing to kiss down his spine and forcefully pulling Chris‘ hips 
against his own. Nate bit Chris playfully on the ass, prompting Chris to spin around and face him. 


Slowly, seductively, Nate kissed his way up Chris' chest, stopping to pay attention to the tattoos even though 
he couldn't see them in the dark. Chris ran his fingers through Nate's hair as Nate flicked his tongue over a 
ripple, sucking gently before teasing it with his teeth. The hand in his hair tightened as Chris pulled him up into 
a rough kiss. Chris grabbed Nate's face, nibbled on his lips, and pulled Nate's hips forcefully against his own. 


Nate decided to continue teasing the man before him. He pulled back, breaking the stream of kisses, and 
stroked a hand gently down Chris' chest. He then turned, presenting Chris with his back, and began to slowly 
grind against him. Nate bent forward as Chris ran a hand down his back, eventually reaching his ass and giving 
it a quick smack. Nate responded by swirling his hips harder, and Chris spun them around to face the wall 


again. Nate reached out to brace himself against the wall, smirking at the thought of what was coming next. 


In one swift motion, Chris yanked Nate's jeans and underwear down to the ground. Nate gasped as Chris slid 
himself out of his own jeans, gently rubbing his throbbing cock against Nate's ass. Chris reached forward and 
stroked a hand down Nate's cheek, reaching his mouth and pushing his fingers inside. Nate sucked Chris‘ fingers 
greedily, and Chris allowed himself to revel in the feeling before withdrawing and spreading Nate's saliva over 


his own cock. 


Not feeling patient in the slightest, Chris introduced himself to Nate's entrance in one swift motion. He heard a 
Nate emit a muffled scream - looking up, Chris noticed Nate biting into his balled-up jeans to keep from being 
too loud. Taking this as a sign that Nate was expecting it rough, Chris relaxed and began to slam into Nate. 
Nate took up stroking himself, trying to match the sloppy rhythm Chris was creating. After watching for a 
few seconds, Chris pulled Nate's hands away from himself and held them in place behind his back. Nate 


whimpered in protest. 
"Not yet," Chris growled, "Soon" Nate whimpered again, for a completely different reason 


Just when Nate thought he could no longer take the maddening feeling of Chris inside him without paying at 
least some attention to his own cock, he heard Chris come with a loud grunt. Chris fell onto Nate's back, his 
shaggy hair mixing with the beads of sweat on Nate's spine. He took only a second for a breather before 
spinning Nate around and greedily taking him into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the head, teasing 
Nate a bit, before taking up a fast bobbing rhythm. He reached an arm around to pull Nate closer while using 
his other hand to slightly tug and massage Nate's balls. 


Just as Nate was on the edge of his own orgasm, the two men heard the curtain swish. The area was pitch 
black, and they tried to remain perfectly still. However, when Chris decided to pull back from Nate's cock, a 
small ‘pop' could be heard. That was enough for the new figure in the space to pull out his cell phone and turn 


on the light to investigate. 


"WHOA!" came Taylor's shocked voice, an odd combination of a whisper and a scream. Nate quickly pulled his 
pants back up as Chris got to his feet. 


"Taylor, its not what it looks like." Chris tried, the tired expression popping into his mind. 


"Yeah, I'm sure you just slipped and fell with your mouth wide open and.and | guess Nate's a pervert that 


walks around without pants on." 

"Guilty." Nate laughed, knowing there was really no talking their way out at this point. 

"Nate, my man, that's fucking SICK," Taylor mused. Nate knew he wasn't referring to the notion that he walked 
around naked, and immediately felt embarrassed. He had known Taylor for so long, he really didn't expect him 
to be so judgmental. Of course, it must be weird for him to find out his bandmates are fucking - especially like 


this - but still. 


Nate hung his head, "Sorry, | know it must have been kind of gross for you to see." 


"Gross?" It was Taylor's turn to laugh, "I didn't mean what you guys are doing is sick, | meant your cock is 
fucking huge!" A wave of relief washed over them as they chuckled, lending way to a short silence afterwards 
- which was broken by the sound of the curtain rustling again 


"Hello lover," Dave's voice giggled as he wrapped his arms around Taylor, nuzzling into his neck. Out of the 
corner of his eye he noticed Chris and Nate, the light from Taylor's phone still shining. He quickly pulled away 
from Taylor. 

"Hey! Guys..what's up? Chris, | was just looking for you, |, um, about that thing..y'know? The guitars and 
everything..from tonight, you, um. You know what l'm talking about? We need to..we should.um.yeah." He looked 


at the floor, sighing in exasperation. 


Nate and Chris were still looking at Dave, wide-eyed, when Taylor piped in. "Oh yeah, like its so shocking to be 
hooking up with a band mate." 


"Taylor!" Dave gasped, eyes wide. He turned back to Nate and Chris. "What he means is-" 

"They're sleeping together too, buddy.” Taylor revealed, flicking his jaw in the direction of his other two friends. 
"And you weren't exactly super convincing.’ Now it was Dave's turn to go wide eyed, before all four men broke 
out into fits of laughter. 


"So..?" Dave began, still trying to completely grasp the situation 


"So," Chris replied, smiling snidely as he pulled Nate against himself, "We were here first. Get the fuck out." 


